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INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - DAY 


LORI MACIAS (31) lays in an empty bathtub. She’s BAWLING 
uncontrollably. WRITHING between the white, acrylic walls. 


She wears a bra and jeans, revealing a doughy stomach. Her t- 
shirt is slung between her forearms as if she couldn’t finish 
the job of taking it off. 


Lori’s phone CHIMES between anguished wails. 


She drapes her arm over the bathtub wall and grabs her phone 
off the floor. 


Reminder reads: 


“CHARLOTTE IN 10” 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER 


Lori sits at the kitchen counter, laptop open in front of 
her. She stares at her digital reflection in the empty Zoom 
room. Her eyes are puffy, nose red. 


Suddenly CHARLOTTE (17) enters the virtual meeting room. 


LORI 
Hey Charlotte. How’s it going? 


CHARLOTTE 
Have you been crying? 


Lori takes it in stride - clearly used to Charlotte’s 
directness. 


LORI 
Allergies. Cedar’s out of control. 


Through Lori’s laptop, we hear Charlotte peck manically at 
her keyboard. 


CHARLOTTE 
It says cedar’s low in Austin right 
now. 

LORI 
Well -- 

CHARLOTTE 


Y'know it’s ok to be upset, Ms. 
Macias. 


LORI 
Seriously, Char -- 


CHARLOTTE 
I’m great with shit like this. My 
guidance counselor says I have a 
very high EQ. 


LORI 
Oh yeah? What does she say about 
your exponential reasoning? 
(beat) 
And don’t say “shit”. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - LATER 


Lori sits at the edge of her bed, thousand-yard-staring into 
nothingness. 


She looks down where a GLOCK 19 rests in her lap. 


She brings the gun to her temple and holds it there for a 
beat. Statue-still. Face calm, meditative, relieved. 


She pulls the gun from her temple and presses the barrel to 
her pursed lips. Then she opens her mouth just wide enough to 
slide the barrel inside -- 


Three loud KNOCKS at the front door break her trance. Through 
the door, a MUFFLED VOICE (female): 


ADRIANA (0.S.) 
Lori! Open up! 


In a flash, Lori hides the gun under her mattress. 


ADRIANA (0.S.) (CONT'D) 
(sing-songy) 
I know you’re hooooonme! 


Lori rocks herself off the bed and stumbles for the door. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - LATER 


Lori cracks the front door just wide enough for a giant, 
black POODLE to bound through - MAXEY. He takes a brisk lap 
around the perimeter of the kitchen before sitting at 
attention near the door. 


He’s followed by ADRIANA (44) with a TRAINING CLICKER in 
hand. 


ADRIANA 
Good boy. 


Click-click. Adriana pats Maxey on the head as she surveys 
the apartment. She doesn’t acknowledge Lori. 


LORI 
(performative) 
Adriana. So nice to see you. 


Not a social visit. Adriana and Maxey beeline for the... 


INT. LORI’S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 


Bathroom. Adriana lifts the toilet tank lid and peers inside. 
Then she checks the cabinet under the sink. Meanwhile, Maxey 


conducts his own search. 
Lori stands at the open bathroom door. 


LORI 
What do you want? 


ADRIANA 
Why don’t you answer your phone? 


LORI 
I’ve been busy. 


ADRIANA 
New students? 


Click-click. Search party moves to... 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS 
Lori’s bedroom. Lori follows them in, anxiety mounting. 


Adriana vaults down to all fours as she checks under the bed. 
Maxey follows suit - army crawling into the darkness. 


LORI 
A few, yeah. 


Adriana’s back on her feet in a flash. 


ADRIANA 
Well, that’s great. 


Adriana lifts the mattress from the opposite side of the 
hidden gun. Lori tenses. 


LORI 
Um, but I did wanna ask you... 


The mattress lifts higher... 


LORI (CONT'D) 
How’s Joanne doing? 


Adriana freezes, surprised by the question. She lowers the 
mattress. Lori tries to conceal her relief. 


ADRIANA 
She’d love to see you. Whole family 
would. 
Maxey crawls out from under the bed and sits at attention. 
ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
Everyone thinks you did a great job 
with Taylor’s obituary. 


Click-click. 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
“Poignant.” That’s the word they 


used. 

LORI 
Even though I missed their 
deadline? 

ADRIANA 
You’re the only one who still cares 
about that. 


Heavy silence hangs in the air. Adriana stares at Lori like 
she’s trying to coax something out of her. An unseen truth. 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
You good? 


LORI 
You wanna test me? 


Adriana looks to Maxey, who’s watching Lori intently. 


Adriana approaches Lori - without breaking eye contact - 
until she’s inches from her face. 


ADRIANA 
Don’t need to. 


She pulls Lori in and kisses her on the forehead. 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
But...I do need you at the meeting 
tomorrow. 


Adriana heads for the front door. Lori follows. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 


LORI 
I don’t think so... 


ADRIANA 
It’s good for you. You don’t like 
it because it’s hard work. 


LORI 
Not the work that bothers me. It’s 
the vibe. 

ADRIANA 


You millennials and your vibes. 8 
o'clock. Be there or be subject to 
another one of these. 


Adriana gesticulates around the room before opening the 
door... 


ADRIANA (CONT'D) 
With a test. 


...and shutting it behind her. 
Lori looks small in her suddenly cavernous apartment. 


Her eyes dart down to a black SPIDER crawling across her 
kitchen counter. 


In an instant, she SMASHES the spider with her bare hand. 


SUPER: GIANT DAGGER 


INT. LORI’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Lori lays stomach-down on her living room floor in front of 
her open LAPTOP, screen illuminating the scene. She’s on a 
local news website. 


ON SCREEN: An obituary. Pictured is a MAN, boyishly handsome 
under light scruff. Headline reads: 


“TAYLOR MCCLELLAN, 29, OF ROCKWALL, TX” 


“SON OF JOANNE AND MARK. ACCOMPLISHED MUSICIAN AND PEACE 
CORPS ALUMNUS.” 


Lori looks up from the screen, lost in thought. 


INT. TAYLOR’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


Taylor’s slumped in the corner of a sectional couch. Eyes 
open, mouth agape. Devoid of life. An empty SYRINGE stuck in 
his left arm. 


Lori stands frozen in the doorway, shocked and horrified. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 


Lori looks back to the screen before SLAMMING her laptop 
shut. 


INT. CHURCH ACTIVITY ROOM - NIGHT 
A SIGN on the activity room door reads: 
“TOMORROW'S BEGINNING - NARCOTICS ANONYMOUS OF CENTRAL TEXAS” 


Inside, a circle of folding chairs occupied by eight GROUP 
MEMBERS that vary in age, race, and interest level. 


Lori is among them. She leans back in her folding chair, 
visibly uncomfortable. 


Next to her is Adriana, leaning forward and holding the 
TRAINING CLICKER close to her lips (although Maxey’s nowhere 
to be seen). She’s hanging on every word of a RECOVERING 
ADDICT’s (Male, 50s) story: 


RECOVERING ADDICT 
...and they saw the whole thing, 
man. I mean I was supposed to be 
watching them. Came to in the ER. 
Didn’t feel like an overdose. More 
like a bar fight. Face was all 
swole. 


Recovering Addict begins to SOB. 


RECOVERING ADDICT (CONT'D) 
I mean, I fell off the fuckin’ 
jungle gym for chrissakes. I don’t 
know if I’ll ever see my 
grandbabies again... 


Adriana’s moved to tears. 


Lori squirms. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - DAY 

Heavy metal BLASTS inside Lori’s bathroom, almost drowning 
out the RUNNING SHOWER. Her phone sits on the bathroom 
counter. Suddenly it CHIMES, screen illuminating. 


Reminder reads: 


“CHARLOTTE IN 10” 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER 


Lori, hair still damp, fidgets in front of her laptop. She’s 
antsy and annoyed - Charlotte must be late. 


Lori SIGHS. She’s about to shut her laptop when -- 


Charlotte enters the Zoom room with her camera turned off. 
Her shuddered breathing cuts in and out - bad connection. 


LORI 
Charlotte? 


No response. Just more nervous breathing. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Are you ok? 


It sounds like Charlotte’s sobbing. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Turn your camera on. 


CHARLOTTE 
I don’t...I don’t... 


Lori’s concern mounts. 


LORI 
Charlotte, turn your camera on. 


Beat. Then Charlotte complies: 
Her tear-stained face is stricken with sheer horror. She’s on 
her phone. The view is pixelated, but it looks like she’s in 


a dark, unfinished basement. 


Lori lets out a quiet gasp. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
What’s wrong? Where are you? 


Charlotte’s eyes dart around the room as if surrounding 
forces are closing in. 


CHARLOTTE 
I’m so -- I’m -- 


Charlotte stutters through sobs. 


CHARLOTTE (CONT'D) 
There’s so much left to do. 


LORI 
Charlotte, where are you? 


Suddenly, Charlotte’s eyes track someone approaching her. For 
the first time, she looks directly into her phone. 


CHARLOTTE (V.O.) 
I love you, Mom. 


Charlotte exits the virtual room. Lori’s left in stunned 
Silence. She looks around her apartment like she’s expecting 
it to provide some clarity. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER 


Lori pulls out a student directory from WEST DALLAS ACADEMY 
and flips through the pages until she finds: 


“GRECO, CHARLOTTE (THIRD-YEAR) ” 

“GRECO, MARJORIE (MOTHER)” 

“817-555-9091” 

Lori dials the number. The line TRILLS...but no answer. 
A thick Texas accent, reeking of old money: 


MARJORIE (V.O.) 
You’ve reached Marjorie Greco of 
Greco Home Design and Greco 
Pilates. Please leave a detailed 
message and I'll get back to you as 
soon as I can. Thanks! 


LORI 
Hi, Ms. Greco. This is Lori Macias, 
Charlotte’s SAT tutor. Um...this is 
weird. 

(MORE ) 


LORI (CONT'D) 
But I’m just calling to make sure 
that Charlotte’s ok. She left our 
session early today and 
seemed...really upset. Please give 
me a call back when you can. 
Thanks. And sorry to bother you. 


Lori hangs up and looks down at her digital reflection in the 
Zoom room. 


INT. TUESDAY AFTER NEXT COFFEE - DAY 


Lori works alone behind the counter of an offensively hipster 
coffee shop: irreverent murals, dusty tones, succulents. She 
makes two drinks simultaneously with machine-like precision. 


LORI 
(calls out) 
Half-caf americano and a double 
shot lavender latte with oat milk, 
no foam. 


Lori places the drinks on the counter and returns to the 
register to robotically greet the Next Guy In Line: 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Morning. What can I get started for 
you. 


THREE COLLEGE STUDENTS enter the coffee shop. One immediately 
gasps: 


COLLEGE STUDENT #1 
Omigod that’s totally her. 


The other two lean in close and whisper in the attention- 
grabbing way that only 19-year-olds can. 


COLLEGE STUDENT #2 
No fuckin’ way. 


COLLEGE STUDENT #3 
Can’t believe she actually works 
here. 


Lori looks to the back of the line and briefly makes eye 
contact with the students. 


COLLEGE STUDENT #2 
Hi, Ms. Macias! 


Shit. Lori looks at the Next Guy In Line. 


10. 


LORI 
S-sorry. Can you give me just a 
sec? 


Lori turns for the coffee shop’s KITCHENETTE before he can 
respond. 


INT. TUESDAY AFTER NEXT COFFEE - KITCHENETTE - CONTINUOUS 
Lori bursts through the kitchenette door and SLAMS her palms 
against the countertop as she begins to hyperventilate. She 


shuts her eyes, trying to will herself anywhere else in the 
world... 


INT. THERAPIST’S OFFICE - DAY 
...well, almost anywhere. 


Lori’s perched uncomfortably on an overstuffed sofa, arms 
folded tightly over her lap. Her face betrays no emotion. 


Across from her, DR. MAUREEN CHO (60s) sits in a worn easy 


chair. She stares at Lori, but she’s not trying to figure her 
out. She’s done enough good in her career. 


DR. CHO 
Let’s try some sentence completion. 


Lori stops just short of an eye roll. 


LORI 
Ok. Sure. 


DR. CHO 
Right now, I feel... 


LORI 
Fine. 


Dr. Cho holds Lori’s gaze expectantly. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Tired, I guess. 


DR. CHO 
When I think about Tyler -- 


LORI 
(under breath) 
Taylor. 


11. 
DR. CHO 
-- I feel... 
Lori sighs, unable to keep her mind from conjuring SILENT 
MEMORIES: 
INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


Taylor’s face is covered in a layer of parched, off-white 
clay. Lori’s applying a bentonite mask to his face. 


Taylor cracks a joke. Lori bursts into laughter and covers 
his mouth. Taylor pulls her onto the bed where they wrestle 
playfully. 

INT. TAYLOR'S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK) 

We return to the scene of Taylor's death, EMTs now on the 
scene. They administer Narcan to Taylor, but it’s clearly too 
late. 

Lori paces behind the EMTs. Emotions turned off. Autopilot. 
She’s sweating profusely. 

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY 

Lori’s eyes drift back to Dr. Cho. 


LORI 
Relieved. 


DR. CHO 
Why relieved? 


Lori thinks for a moment: how forthright should she be? 


LORI 
Because it’s behind me. 


Dr. Cho considers that - or something unrelated - for a beat. 


DR. CHO 

Y'know dear, it’s very common to -- 
LORI 

Sorry, can I ask you something real 


quick? 


Dr. Cho shifts in her chair. This is new. 
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LORI (CONT'D) 
I think one of my students might be 
in danger. I’m not sure what to do. 


DR. CHO 
What makes you think they’re in 
danger? 

LORI 


She was really upset during our 
last session. Crying. She showed up 
late and left after like two 
minutes. 


DR. CHO 
So she was upset and didn’t want to 
prep for the SAT? 


LORI 
It wasn’t just that. She was in 
this...well, I don’t know where she 
was. It was dark. It looked like an 
attic. 


DR. CHO 
And you have reason to believe that 
this student would never be in an 
attic if she wasn’t in immediate 
danger? 


LORI 
She...she called me “mom”. 


DR. CHO 
If you do think she’s ina 
dangerous situation, then my advice 
is to contact the authorities, 
Lori. Otherwise, I think we should 
refocus on the work at hand. 


Lori’s eyes wander to the window: is she being paranoid? 


EXT. AUSTIN STREETS - LATER 


Lori’s approaching her car when her phone CHIMES. It’s a text 
from an unknown number: 


“HEY LORI! WE KNOW YOU’RE HURTING. WE CAN HELP.” 
Lori quickly pockets her phone, disregarding the message. 


Suddenly, a flurry of chimes in rapid succession. Lori pulls 
her phone out again to see a barrage of picture messages: 


13. 


MELPOMENE and THALIA MASKS. They appear to be wall-mounted. 


Lori stops in her tracks and stares at the tiny screen as the 
final text comes through: 


“THE NEW WORLD IS YOURS TO CLAIM. 94 ELIZABETH STREET.” 

Lori looks up from her phone and scans her surroundings as if 
the sender might be watching her. 

INT/EXT. LORI’S CAR - LATER 

Lori comes to a stop at an intersection on Congress Avenue. 
Throngs of sunburnt gawkers amble across the street in front 
of her. 

Still shaken from the strange texts, Lori lets her eyes 
wander across the street to a rundown COSTUME SHOP - a relic 
of old Austin in a sea of athleisure outposts and Australian 
coffee concepts. 

Suddenly her eyes narrow: 

Through the grimy costume shop window, we see a MANNEQUIN, 
naked save for a red THALIA MASK covering its featureless 


face. 


Lori turns back to the traffic light and for the first time 
notices the intersecting street: 


“ELIZABETH” 
Lori looks back to the costume shop. The mannequin’s gone. 


Lori INHALES sharply. She can feel herself spiraling - 
despondency, paranoia, fear... 


Suddenly the car behind Lori LAYS ON THE HORN, pulling her 
from the deep recesses of her mind. The light’s green. 


Before she can think, Lori flips her signal on and turns onto 
Elizabeth Street. 
INT/EXT. LORI’S CAR - LATER 


Lori rolls through Travis Heights - a wealthy enclave where 
immortal live oaks shroud modern, California-style homes. 


The street numbers count down: 98, 96...94. 
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It stands out from the others: a rundown victorian gothic on 
a massive corner lot. For all its distinction, it feels 
forgotten. Invisible. 


Lori parks on the street and stares at the imposing home - 
towering spires and tall, narrow windows that betray no clue 
as to what’s inside. 


Lori lets out a long, conflicted SIGH: this is crazy, right? 


Suddenly her phone RINGS, illuminating with a closeup of 
ADRIANA’s manic smile. 


Lori ignores the call. Then she exits the car. 


EXT. 94 ELIZABETH - DAY 


Lori KNOCKS on the massive wooden door. Then she looks back 
to her car. Last chance. 


We hear 3 locks unlock in rapid succession before the door 
flies open revealing a FIT, TATTOOED WOMAN (26). Bouncy and 
magnetic. The coolest yoga teacher you've ever had. 


This is RULE. 


RULE 
Hey there! 


LORI 
Hi. Uh, this is weird, but I got a 
bunch of texts -- 


RULE 
Heck yeah you did! Lori, right? 


LORI 
Y-yeah. what is this pla -- 


RULE 
I’m Rule. 


Rule’s hand shoots out to shake. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
Like “rules and regs”. 


Rule grips Lori’s hand and covers it with her other hand. She 
holds on tightly as she locks eyes with Lori, as if she’s 
trying to transfer an unseen energy. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
Wanna come in? 


15. 


LORI 
I uh -- 


RULE 
I mean you drove all the way here 
so you must wanna come in. 


Rule beckons Lori inside as she turns back to the foyer. 


Lori lingers in the doorway for a moment, jarred by the 
intense interaction. 


Then she enters the house. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - CONTINUOUS 
The foyer floor creaks. 


LORI 
How did you get my num... 


Lori trails off as she enters a cavernous SITTING ROOM. Giant 
house plants everywhere: bamboo palms, dracaenas, and birds 
of paradise line the walls and sit on nearly every flat 
surface. Dense. Lush. Almost tropical. 


RULE 
No idea. Not my department. Great 
question for Mads, though. If you 
ever get to meet him. 


Rule leads Lori through the sitting room and down a long 
HALLWAY. Begonias and staghorn ferns hang overhead. 


LORI 
Mads? 


RULE 
Let’s see if Florence has time to 
do a quick sesh with you. She’s the 
fuckin’ best. 


Rule flings open a door on the right side of the hallway to 
reveal a dim, spartan room. 


In the middle, we see FLORENCE (30s, also very fit) doing 
pull-ups on a POWER TOWER. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
Hey Florence, can you -- 


Florence exhales at the apex of her pull-up: 


16. 
FLORENCE 
No. 
Rule’s unshaken. 


RULE 
No worries, girl! 


She shuts the door and presses further down the hallway 
without looking back. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
(to Lori) 
We're good! I can do a sesh with 
you right now. 
Lori struggles to keep up with Rule’s effortless speed walk. 


LORI 
What’s a sesh? 
INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SESH ROOM - LATER 


Rule sits in a window seat. Perfect posture. Foliage and 
sunlight fill the scene behind her. 


Lori’s across from her, hunched over on an antique couch that 
looks like it came with the house. 


Between them is a narrow coffee table. 


RULE 
Put your arms on the table. 


Lori complies. Rule slides her hands underneath Lori’s 
forearms and quickly locates her pressure points. As she 
squeezes, Lori’s fingers begin to move involuntarily. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
How does that feel? 


Lori squirms. 


LORI 
It’s ok. 

RULE 
Uncomfortable? 

LORI 
Yeah. 


Rule keeps triggering the pressure points. 
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RULE 
We all have a source of pain that’s 
deeper than the rest. Tell me 
yours. 


LORI 
I don’t think I have a -- 


RULE 
Then how’d you end up here, Lori? 


Lori’s eyes lift from her forearms to meet Rule’s gaze. 


INT. SUPERINTENDENT’S OFFICE - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


The office of a top administrator at a well-endowed private 
school: diplomas, certificates, and awards adorn the walls 
surrounding an ornate desk, itself covered in trophies, 
trinkets, and a nameplate: 


“DAVID BALDWIN, PhD” 
“SUPERINTENDENT” 


Behind the desk sits DAVID BALDWIN (60s), the type of 
superintendent a school like this needs: glad-hander, 
networker, schmoozer. Not the type to freely associate with 
the teacher-class. 


BALDWIN 
This is bad, Ms. Macias. 


Lori’s clearly aware. We can see it in her face. 


LORI 
I know. I’m so...so sorry. 


BALDWIN 
I looked it up. This stuff doesn’t 
stay in your system very long. 
(working himself up) 
And this was a scheduled drug test. 


Deep shame in Lori’s eyes. She’s too mortified to speak. 


Baldwin leans forward, rests his chin in his hand. The wheels 
are turning. 


BALDWIN (CONT'D) 
Emergency surgery. Appendectomy. 


LORI 
What? 
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BALDWIN 
That'll get us to summer. 


Baldwin scribbles on a post-it. 


BALDWIN (CONT'D) 

I’m giving you the name of a 
facility I trust. Inpatient. Worked 
wonders for Trey last year. 


LORI 
Y-your son? 


BALDWIN 
12 weeks. Second number is to 
arrange payment. 


Baldwin extends the post-it to Lori who reaches for it with 
trembling hand. She studies it for a moment before: 


LORI 
Dr. Baldwin, I really appreciate 
this. But at this point I’d rather 
be honest about what’s going on, 
even if it means resigning. 
(beat) 
I’m just...so tired. 


Baldwin stares at her. She’s not getting it. 


BALDWIN 
Ms. Macias, we're forecasted for 
record enrollment next year. Lots 
of ongoing projects dependent on 
those tuition dollars. I don’t need 
our Texas Teacher of the Year going 
public with her -- 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SESH ROOM - DAY 
RULE 
Wait. Texas Teacher of the year? 


Like, all of Texas? 


LORI 
Um, yeah. 


RULE 
Wow. That’s honestly amazing. 
You’re a fucking badass, dude! 


Lori chuckles self-consciously. 
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RULE (CONT'D) 
So, ok. You go through the program. 
How was that? 


LORI 
Honestly? It was fucking weird. 


RULE 
Cult-y, right? 


LORI 
So cult-y. But it wasn’t all bad. I 
got a sponsor out of it and 
she’s...great. 
A flash in Rule’s eyes as she registers Lori’s uncertainty. 
RULE 
Well, that’s great. Are you sober 
now? 
Lori nods. Her eyes are wide. 
LORI 
I don’t think it’s because of the 
program though. I think it’s 
because of what happened when I got 
out. 


Rule leans forward, expectant. But also compassionate. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


Lori stares at a local news article on her laptop. Dead eyes, 
jaw clenched - unable to process what she’s reading. 


Headline: 


“WHISTLEBLOWER ALLEGES REHAB COVERUP FOR WEST DALLAS STAR 
TEACHER” 


Suddenly her phone rings: 


“DR. BALDWIN” 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SESH ROOM - DAY 
Rule leans back, sliding her grip to Lori’s wrists. 


RULE 
So you were fired? 


Lori nods. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
Was he? 


LORI 
Who? 


RULE 
The superintendent. 


LORI 
He stayed on at the board’s 
request. “Continuity in leadership 
during a turbulent time”. Something 
like that. 
RULE 
Wow that’s so shitty. I’m honestly, 
like, in awe of your strength. 
Rule squeezes Lori’s wrists. 
RULE (CONT'D) 
Do you feel better having shared 
that? 
Tighter. 


LORI 
Mhm. Yes. 


Tighter. Lori winces. 


RULE 
We haven’t reached it. 


LORI 
Reached what? 


Rule holds Lori’s gaze with deliberate intensity. 


Tears well up in Lori’s eyes. 


INT. TAYLOR'S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK) 
Another SILENT MEMORY. 


Lori stands in the middle of the living room YELLING at 
Taylor’s lifeless body slumped on the couch. 


Anger, frustration: why did you do this to us? 


20. 


21. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SESH ROOM - DAY 


RULE 
Tell me his name. 


A burst of sobbing. Lori breaks down. She begins to rock back 
and forth. Rule quickly joins her on the couch and pulls her 
close, cradling her head in her arms. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
(whispers) 
Where are you? 


Lori’s whole body shakes. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
Where are you, Lori? 


LORI 
I’m here. 


RULE 
Where are you? 


LORI 
I'm here...I’m here. 


RULE 
You’re still here. 


Lori begins to breathe deeply, slowly calming herself. 


LORI 
I’m still here. 


Rule strokes Lori’s hair. 


RULE 
You have so much to give. 


The sobbing subsides. Lori’s face relaxes. Catharsis. She 
sits up and stares into Rule’s eyes. 


LORI 
What is this place? 


Rule smiles. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH- STAIRCASE - LATER 


Lori follows Rule down a steep, narrow staircase. 
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RULE 
So we have some ground rules for 
regulars, which I hope you'll 
become. Number one: We all abstain 
from alcohol and recreational drug 
use. Shouldn’t be a problem for 
you. Not everyone’s in recovery, 
but a lot of folks are. 


As they descend, we hear the beginnings of a small party: 
scattered conversations, laughter. Somewhere, someone’s 
playing a guitar. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
Number two: Never obfuscate your 
feelings. It hinders communication. 
We have too much to do, so just be 
honest with everyone. It can be 
jarring at first, but you'll get 
used to it if you come around 
enough. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - FIRST FLOOR - CONTINUOUS 


They reach the first floor. Rule takes Lori by the arm and 
pulls her to the side of the stairway. 


RULE 
Number three: accountability. This 
one’s simple. We just ask that if 
you say you’re gonna do something, 
you follow through. If we don’t 
hold people to account, then this 
whole thing could fall apart. 


LORI 
What whole thi -- ? 


RULE 
Enjoy the party! 


Rule squeezes Lori’s arm then turns for the KITCHEN. 


LORI 
Wait! I -- 


Lori tries to follow, but Rule’s elusive. She disappears into 
a sea of beautiful, interesting people that seems to be 
multiplying exponentially. 
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EXT. 94 ELIZABETH - COURTYARD - MOMENTS LATER 


Lori makes her way past clusters of conversation to the 
COURTYARD - a lush greenspace walled by the 4-story house. 


In one corner, a GUITARIST (37) sings a soulful cover of “No 
Scrubs” by TLC. He’s mediocre at best, but a small group of 
devoted fans sits spellbound at his feet. 


In another corner, a heavily TATTOOED MAN (50s) serves food 
behind a table of chafing dishes. Lori makes her way over. 


EXT. 94 ELIZABETH - COURTYARD - LATER 


Lori sits at the end of a long table and looks down at her 
ceramic bowl of food, if you could call it that: 


A bed of large, raw leaves and vibrant yellow flowers topped 
with small, brown...what are those things? 


Lori picks one out of her bowl to investigate further: 
A pan-fried cricket. 
Suddenly an AUSTRALIAN ACCENTED-VOICE (female) cuts in: 


CARLEE (0385) 
You’re in for a treat. 


Startled, Lori drops the bug back into her bowl and turns to 
see CARLEE (38) - angular jaw, swimmer’s shoulders - 
approaching her. 


CARLEE (CONT'D) 
Dante used to run Tasa on the east 
side. 


Carlee gestures back to the Tattooed Man behind the chafing 
dishes. 


CARLEE (CONT'D) 
Ever been? 


LORI 
Um, no. Just moved back to town. 


CARLEE 
He got forced out a few months ago 
over some two-way affair bullshit. 


LORI 
Oh, I think I read about tha -- 


CARLEE 
Carlee, by the way. First time 
here? 

LORI 


Obvious, huh? 


CARLEE 
They serve food most weeknights. 
Always healthy stuff like this. You 
should swing by! We’ll get you down 
to a healthy weight in no time. 


Lori’s taken aback by the comment. Before she can fully 
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process, Carlee’s calling a MIDDLE-AGED MAN to their table. 


CARLEE (CONT'D) 
Preston! Preston! Come over here 
and meet... 


Carlee turns back to Lori. 


LORI 
Lori. 


CARLEE 
My new friend Lori! 


PRESTON scans his surroundings (as if sudden combat is 
distinct possibility) before grabbing a seat. 


CARLEE (CONT'D) 
Preston’s one of the few residents 
here at Elizabeth. 


Preston issues a stern nod. 


LORI 
Oh wow. What’s it like living here? 


PRESTON 
Better than my last place. 


CARLEE 
Preston lived in a tent on Cesar 
Chavez before Mads had him move in. 


LORI 
(uncomfortable) 
Oh. 


Carlee rises from the table... 
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CARLEE 
I'll leave you two to chat. 
...and disappears into the ever-growing crowd. 


Lori and Preston make brief, uncomfortable eye contact. Lori 
fiddles with her empty water glass. 


LORI 
So...where’s the bathroom? 
INT. 94 ELIZABETH - LATER 


Lori arrives at the DOWNSTAIRS HALLWAY where a long line of 
partygoers waits outside of the bathroom door. 


Lori SIGHS. Then she looks to the staircase she and Rule 
descended earlier. 

INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - LATER 

Now in the SECOND-FLOOR HALLWAY, Lori finds an empty 
bathroom. 

INT. 94 ELIZABETH - BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Lori finishes washing her hands and stares at herself in the 
mirror. Complete SILENCE for a beat. A moment of 
introspection. 


Suddenly the bathroom door BURSTS OPEN. 


Lori yips, startled, as a SHIRTLESS MAN (40s) barges past her 
straight for the toilet. He’s clearly in distress. 


He’s also painted white from the waist up. 
He throws the toilet lid open and VOMITS into the bowl. 


LORI 
Oh my god! 


Lori stares down at the Man, shocked and concerned. 
The Man GROANS between wretches. Lori cautiously approaches. 
LORI (CONT'D) 


Sir? Sir? What happened? Are you 
ok? 
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SHIRTLESS MAN 
(weak, defeated) 
I'm too far in... 


LORI 
W-what? 


SHIRTLESS MAN 
I’m TOO FAARRRRRRRR!!! 


LORI 
Hang on, let me call -- 


Suddenly FLORENCE flies into the bathroom and drags the 
shirtless man away from the toilet. 


FLORENCE 
(to herself) 
Jesus fuckin’ christ. 


The Man makes eye contact with Lori as he’s dragged away. 


SHIRTLESS MAN 
My sister... 


FLORENCE 
(to Man) 
God, shut up, dude. 
SHIRTLESS MAN 
(still talking to Lori) 
I know you. 


She drags him down the hallway. Lori follows. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 


LORI 
Hey, um, Florence? Is he ok? 


Florence doesn’t acknowledge Lori. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Florence? 


Florence lugs The Man into a BEDROOM and shuts the door 
behind her. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Florence! 


Lori tries the door but it’s locked. She presses her ear to 
the door for a moment. Nothing. 
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Lori turns back to the hallway, disquieted and confused. 


EXT. 94 ELIZABETH - COURTYARD - NIGHT 


The sun’s nearly set as Lori returns to the courtyard. 
Hanging lights illuminate the scene. The Guitarist from 
earlier still plays. 


Lori spots Carlee. 


LORI 
Carlee! Carlee, hey. 


CARLEE 
Lori! Really glad I get to see you 
again tonight. 


LORI 
Yeah. Listen, I was in the bathro -- 


CARLEE 
Remember earlier when I insinuated 
that you’re overweight? 


LORI 
(playing it cool) 
what? No. 
CARLEE 


To be clear, I don’t regret it. 
Your BMI’s gotta be at least 30. 
Being fit isn’t a vanity thing. 
It’s not selfish. 


Lori’s bewildered. 


LORI 
Uh, I —- 


CARLEE 
It’s about being prepared. That 
said, I do feel a little bad since 
you may not be aware of the 
expectations we have for each other 
around here. 


LORI 
No, I am. Rule filled me in. To 
tell you the truth, I find the 
honesty really refreshing. 


Carlee smiles warmly at Lori. 
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At the other end of the courtyard, the Guitarist switches out 
his Les Paul for an acoustic. As he tunes it at the mic: 


GUITARIST 
Where’s my hat? 


The crowd cheers enthusiastically as more gather around. 


Carlee SQUEALS with excitement and makes her way to the 
crowd. Lori follows. 


A FAN approaches the Guitarist and hands him a tan cowboy 
hat. Doesn’t fit his vibe, but he’s almost confident enough 
to pull it off. 


He begins to play “In Spite of Ourselves” by John Prine. The 
crowd bursts with CHEERS at the sound of the first chords. 


GUITARIST (CONT'D) 
Now I just need my Iris. 


The crowd turns inward and focuses its attention on IRIS 
(23). They cheer and coax. Iris playfully demurs. 


GUITARIST (CONT'D) 
She don’t like her eggs all runny, 
she thinks crossin’ her legs is 
funny... 


Iris relents, making her way to the front of the increasingly 
energized crowd. 


GUITARIST (CONT'D) 
She looks down her nose at money, 
she gets it on like the easter 
bunny... 


On her way to the mic, somebody hands Iris a BOLLO TIE. She 
pulls it over her head and tightens it above her collarbones. 


GUITARIST (CONT'D) 
She’s my baby, I’m her honey, I’m 
never gonna let her go... 


The Guitarist shuffles away from the mic as Iris approaches. 
IRIS 
He ain’t got laid in a month of 
Sundays, caught him once and he was 
sniffin’ my undies... 


The crowd laughs. Iris glows under the hanging lights. 
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IRIS (CONT'D) 
He ain’t too sharp but he gets 
things done, drinks his beer like 
it’s oxygen... 


There’s a siren-like quality to her: dangerous and beautiful. 
Lori’s captivated. 


IRIS (CONT'D) 
He’s my baby, I’m his honey, never 
gonna let him go... 


The crowd sings along to the chorus: 


IRIS (CONT'D) GUITARIST 
In spite of ourselves, we’ll In spite of ourselves, we’ll 
end up a’sittin’ ona end up a’sittin’ ona 
rainbow, against all odds, rainbow, against all odds, 
honey we’re the big door honey we’re the big door 
prize... prize... 


Lori’s spellbound: by the lights, the music, the energy... 


.. but. mostly, by Iris. 


INT. LORI'S CAR - NIGHT 


Lori enters her car and lets out a euphoric exhale. She 
chuckles in disbelief as she starts the engine. 


INT. YOGA STUDIO - DAY 


Lori and Adriana practice yoga in a crowded studio. The 
teacher is moving fast and talking faster: 


YOGA INSTRUCTOR 
Straighten the right leg then pull 
into half splits now shift into 
warrior three extending through the 
back leg. 


Everybody in the class executes flawlessly. Except for Lori. 
YOGA INSTRUCTOR (CONT'D) 
Now three-point into chaturanga 
into upward facing dog. Now down 


dog. 


She’s helpless. 
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YOGA INSTRUCTOR (CONT'D) 
Now right leg back then bring it 
across your body to left elbow. Now 
back and to the right el -- 


Lori aborts. She rolls up her mat in a flash. Then heads for 
the exit. 


ADRIANA 
(whisper-yell) 
Lori! Hey! 


Adriana follows her out. 


EXT. YOGA STUDIO - MOMENTS LATER 


Adriana catches Lori on the sidewalk outside the studio. 


ADRIANA 
what’s your deal, dude? 

LORI 
I’m fine! It’s just -- I’m over 
yoga. 

ADRIANA 
What? You’ve been to, like, two 
classes. 

LORI 


I just think I need something a 
little more...intense, y'know? 


ADRIANA 
That was a vigorous vinyasa flow 
you just walked out of, girl. 


LORI 
I just think there are better ways 
for me to get in shape. I need to 
lose a few pounds. 


ADRIANA 
What? You look great! 


That triggers Lori’s bullshit detector. She rolls her eyes... 


LORI 
I'll see you later. 


...and turns down the sidewalk. 
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ADRIANA 
Meeting tonight! 


Lori doesn’t break stride. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - DAY 
Carlee swings the front door open to see Lori in the doorway. 
CARLEE 
Lori! How ya going? Have fun last 
night? 
Lori chuckles, verging on giddy: 
LORI 
Yeah, it was great. 


(beat) 
Is Rule here? 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SESH ROOM - DAY 


Rule’s hands are wrapped around Lori’s forearms. She stares 
deep into Lori’s eyes. 


A long, pregnant beat. Then: 


RULE 
You’re capable of more, aren’t you? 


Lori meets Rule’s gaze, fearful. But also resolved. 


INT. LORI'S CAR - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


Phone line trills over Lori’s car speakers. Tears stream down 
her face. We get the sense she’s driving erratically. Trills 
stop: 


TAYLOR (0.S.) 


Hey, it’s Taylor. Probably easier 
to text me. 


Beep. 
LORI 
(sniffles) 


Are you home? This is bad, babe. 


Lori’s tires screech as she makes a sharp turn. 
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LORI (CONT'D) 
Somebody knows about everything. 
Somehow. And now my life is over. 
And I just wanna see you. 
Lori looks like she has something else to say. Instead, she 
lets out a heavy SIGH and hangs up. 
INT. TAYLOR’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


The front doorknob jiggles as Lori fights to insert her key 
from outside. 


Suddenly the front door flies open and Lori bursts in. Her 
face registers a new depth of devastation as she surveys the 
room. 


From Lori’s POV: Taylor’s slumped in the corner of the couch, 
glazed eyes, mouth agape... 


Lori beelines for him and shakes him by his shoulders. 


LORI 
Taylor. 


No response. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Taylor! 


She shoves him back to the couch. She’s furious. 
Suddenly, a SHARP INHALE from Taylor. 
TAYLOR 
(barely lucid) 
Hey babe. 
INT. SESH ROOM - DAY 
Lori’s eyes are wide. She said too much. 
Rule’s composed: 
RULE 
So...he was alive when you found 
him? 
Lori tries in vain to backtrack. 


LORI 
I...I don’t -- 
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RULE 
You need to be completely honest 
during these sessions. If you’re 
not being honest, you’re not being 
accountable. 


Rule squeezes Lori’s arms tighter. 
RULE (CONT'D) 
And if you’re not accountable, then 


we can’t work together. 


Lori weighs an argument in her head. Then EXHALES. 


INT. TAYLOR’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK) 


Taylor’s breathing is shallow. Lips are slightly blue. He’s 
dangerously high. 


Lori’s incensed. She sits on the coffee table in front of 
Taylor. Her eyes drift to a FRAMED PICTURE on the wall above 
the couch: 

Lori and Taylor. A little younger, much healthier. Taylor 
holds a guitar. They’re surrounded by high school students in 
what looks like a classroom. 


Lori picks up a SYRINGE from the coffee table. She tilts it 
up, then back down. It’s fully loaded. 


Lori plunges the syringe into Taylor’s arm. 


Taylor barely registers - casting an impassive look at Lori 
as she injects the opioid cocktail into his vein. 


Taylor’s breathing becomes erratic as his eyes slowly close. 
Lori looks down at her hand, seemingly shocked to see it 
holding the syringe. She recoils and stumbles backward, 
knocking the coffee table over in the process. 

INT. 94 ELIZABETH - SESH ROOM - DAY 


Lori’s face has gone sallow - a state of emotional shock. 


Rule’s clearly shaken by the revelation. Her hands go limp, 
releasing Lori’s arms. 


LORI 
I think I’m gonna be sick. 


Rule recovers: 
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RULE 
This is good. That was amazing. We 
need to keep going. 


LORI 
No. That’s not what happened. I 
don’t know why I said that. 


RULE 
Come with me. 


Rule grabs Lori’s hand and pulls her off the couch. Lori - 
still reeling - complies. She’s on autopilot. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - LATER 


Rule leads Lori up several winding, narrow, flights of 
stairs. It feels infinite. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - FOURTH FLOOR - MOMENTS LATER 


They reach the FOURTH FLOOR. Rule guides Lori to a chair in 
the hallway, just outside an open door. 


RULE 
Have a seat here for just a sec. 


Lori robotically complies. Rule looks into her eyes. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
I’m so proud of you. You’re gonna 
feel so much better after this. 


LORI 
After what? 


Rule’s already entered the adjacent room. 


Lori looks across the hall to another open door, revealing a 
BEDROOM devoid of furniture. The walls are lined with vibrant 
green river ferns. 


Inside the room, a LADDER extends down from above, seemingly 
coming out of the ceiling. The ladder stops seven feet from 
the ground. 


Suddenly, Florence enters the frame, jumps up, and grabs the 
ladder. She pulls herself up to the rungs and climbs upward, 


ascending out of frame - seemingly into the ceiling. 


Lori’s flabbergasted: what the fuck is this place? 
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Rule pokes her head around the corner of the door. 


RULE 
Ready? 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - TREATMENT ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 


Lori’s perched awkwardly on a FLOOR BED in the middle of yet 


another spartan room. There’s a large ceramic BOWL a few 
away. A small FAN blows in the corner of the room. 


Rule’s texting at lightspeed. 
RULE 
Ok. We should be good to go. Any 
minute now. 


Lori fidgets. 


LORI 
Rule. 


Rule looks up from her phone. 
LORI (CONT'D) 
I need you to understand that I 
lied to you. About Taylor. 


Rule smiles knowingly at Lori. 


Preston enters the room with a plastic bag full of 
brown...wood shavings? Tree bark? 


RULE 
Oh, bomb. Thank you Preston. 


Preston doesn’t acknowledge Rule as he beelines for Lori. 
drops the bag of bark in front of her. 


PRESTON 
Eat slowly. I'll tell you when to 
stop. 

LORI 


Ok. I’m gonna go. This is too much. 


feet 


He 


Lori stands. Rule reacts like Lori’s leaving the bar after 


one drink. 


RULE 
What? No! 
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LORI 
I really appreciate you listening 
to me and helping me out and stuff, 
but I’m not comfortable with this. 


RULE 
Where does comfort get you? 


Lori heads for the door. 
LORI 
Rule, please. I can’t do this mind 


game shit anymore. 


RULE 
Our sessions are recorded. 


Lori freezes in her tracks. 
RULE (CONT'D) 
Mads listens to them so he can 


coach us. 


A burst of disbelieving laughter from Lori: This can’t be 
happening. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
But I guess it doesn’t matter since 
you lied, right? 


Lori sets her jaw and glares at Rule. Betrayed. Incensed. 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - TREATMENT ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 


Lori’s sitting back in front of the bag of bark. She looks 
at Preston: 


LORI 

What is this? 
PRESTON 

Iboga. 
LORI 

Is it a drug? 

RULE PRESTON 
No. Yes. 

LORI 


I thought drugs weren’t allowed. 
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RULE 
Recreational. This will facilitate 
the remainder of your session. 


Beat. Lori racks her brain for an escape. 


LORI 
I get, like, bad allergic reactions 
to things sometimes -- 


RULE 
You're not allergic. 


LORI 
How do you -- 


RULE 
Did you eat here last night? 


Horror mounts in Lori’s eyes. 


LORI 
It was in the food...? 


Rule squeezes her index finger and thumb together: a smidge. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
You know I’m sober. Or I was sober. 


RULE 
You can’t get addicted to this 
stuff. In fact, after today, you'll 
never wanna get high again. 


Lori dips her hand into the bag and pulls out one small piece 
of bark. She maintains eye contact with Rule as she takes the 
tiniest bite. 


PRESTON 
It’s gonna take a lot more than 
that. 
LORI 
(chewing) 
It’s really dry. 


Preston pulls a plastic bottle of ORANGE JUICE from his back 
pocket. Lori takes a few aggressive gulps and swallows. 


She looks to Preston, who nods: more. 
Lori eats another piece of bark. Gulp. 


More. Gulp. 
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More. Gulp... 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - TREATMENT ROOM - LATER 

Lori sits on the floor bed, now pushed against a wall. The 
Iboga bag is nearly empty. Rule and Preston stare at her. The 
room is silent save for the droning fan. 


Suddenly, the fan noise begins to morph: 


Rustling leaves, croaking frogs, trickling water... 


The sounds of a rainforest at night. 


Lori looks around, startled. 


LORI 
Do you hear that? 


Rule and Preston smile. 


Lori’s eyes dart back and forth across the room. Suddenly she 
GASPS. 


From Lori’s POV: we see Maxey in the corner of the room. 
Panting, sitting at attention. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
(whisper) 
Maxey? 
RULE 
(to Preston) 
Ok, we're rockin’ and rollin’. Call 


me if anything, y'know, crazy 
happens. 


Preston nods. 


Lori watches Rule leave the room, terror mounting in her 
eyes. She turns her attention back to Maxey’s corner to see: 


A MAN IN A BLACK POODLE COSTUME (30s) pissing on the floor. 


Lori curls up in a fetal position, now helpless against the 
powerful hallucinogen. 


She shuts her eyes and is SUCKED INTO AN IMMERSIVE TRIP. 
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EXT. HILL - DAY (IBOGA TRIP) 


Rainforest sounds carry over. The sky is a disconcerting 
green-yellow color, like just before a tornado. 


Lori sits atop a grass-covered HILL overlooking a HERD OF 
DEER grazing in the valley below. She looks natural, at ease. 
Like she’s been sitting there all day. 
Suddenly an OLD MAN’s voice: 
ABUELO (0.S.) 
(in Spanish) 
Beautiful day. 


Lori turns to see ABUELO (80s) sitting next to her on the 
hill. His gray hair is pulled into a ponytail. 


All of Abuelo’s dialogue is in Spanish. 


ABUELO (CONT'D) 
Do you know who I am? 


Lori shakes her head. 


ABUELO (CONT'D) 
And you’re the smart one. 


Lori turns back to the valley where the deer still graze. A 
large BUCK seems to be watching her. 


ABUELO (CONT'D) 
Too many books. Not enough life. 


Suddenly, the buck rears back and stands on its hind legs. 


Lori’s eyes widen. She looks back to Abuelo, but he’s 
disappeared. 


The buck charges up the hill towards her, running like a 
human. 


Lori GASPS with fear as the other deer follow the buck’s 
lead, charging her on their hind legs, maybe 100 yards away. 


Lori tries to stand, but her legs inexplicably fail her, like 
in a nightmare. 


She rolls and somersaults backward down the other side of the 
hill until she falls through a DEWY ORIFICE and drops into -- 
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EXT. DESERT - NIGHT (IBOGA TRIP) 
A vast DESERT. 


Lori lands on her back in the sand. The night sky is purple 
and saturated with galaxies of all sizes and colors. 


She stands up to find the landscape populated by her psyche 
incarnate: 


She walks past an NA MEETING, she and Adriana among the 
participants. No one acknowledges her. 


At the top of a dune, she sees a ten-foot-tall TO-GO CUP from 
Tuesday After Next. 


IRIS dances naked next to the cup. She’s even more alluring 
in this fantastical setting. 


Suddenly, the ground begins to SHAKE as thunderous footsteps 
approach in rapid succession. 


A GIANT SPIDER appears from seemingly out of nowhere. 
CHARLOTTE rides on its carapace. 


Lori tries to speak, but her voice lags, like she’s stuck in 
slow-motion. 


LORI 
Chhhhhaaaarrrrrrrlotte? 


Charlotte looks down at Lori from atop the giant arachnid. 


CHARLOTTE 
I'm fine, Ms. Macias. See? 


Charlotte contorts her arms behind her back. Her shoulders 
look dislocated. 


CHARLOTTE (CONT'D) 
Remember this? 


Lori dazedly smiles: yeah, she does remember. 


CHARLOTTE (CONT'D) 
Someone’s coming to see you. 


Charlotte looks past Lori and points to the horizon. 
Lori turns around to see something burrowing towards her just 


under the surface of the sand. It’s 50 yards away and closing 
fast. 
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She turns back to Charlotte and the spider who've somehow 
covered a lot of ground - now ascending a distant dune. 
The burrower is closing in quickly - 20 yards. Lori tries to 
run, but the sand is loosely packed - she can't get any 
traction. 


10 yards. 


The burrower breaches the surface of the sand: human hands, 
attached to human arms, and finally... 


TAYLOR'S HEAD breaches the surface. Lips blue, face ashen. 

1 yard away. 

Taylor swiftly secures Lori’s flailing legs and pulls her 
under the surface. Her legs disappear into the sand. Followed 


by torso, neck, head... 


Her extended arms slowly disappear, hands fighting in vain to 
grab onto something stable. 


As the tip of Lori’s finger disappears into the sand, the 
desert transforms into an endless sea of DARK WATER. Lori’s 
pulled down, down, down... 


Until she’s swallowed by the darkness. 


EXT. RAINFOREST - DAY (IBOGA TRIP) 


The rainforest sounds finally match their surroundings. The 
forest floor is lush, over-saturated. Reminiscent of the 


sitting room at 94 Elizabeth. 


As we make our way through the tropical foliage, Lori comes 
into view. She’s sitting cross-legged in a small clearing. 


Facing her is TAYLOR - looking vibrant and healthy, like in 
his obituary picture. They sit a foot apart. 


Lori studies the forest floor, clearly overcome with emotion. 


LORI 
Do you hate me? 


Taylor’s stoic. Zen-like. 


TAYLOR 
Hate is a fiction. 


Lori cocks her head, perplexed. 


TAYLOR (CONT'D) 
Unlike fear. 


LORI 
You’re afraid of me? 


TAYLOR 
Everyone is. 


Taylor grabs Lori’s forearms and presses his fingers in, 
like Rule does...only he presses harder. 


Lori winces. 
And harder... 
...until he breaks skin. Blood streams down Lori’s arms. 
She GASPS. 
LORI 
(sotto) 
Stop. 


The wounds widen as Taylor digs his thumbs in deeper. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Taylor! Stop it! 


TAYLOR 
Look. 
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just 


Lori looks down at the gashes in her arms, now pumping an 


unnatural amount of blood onto the jungle floor. 
Suddenly, something emerges from inside Lori’s left arm: 


A cricket. 


Lori tries to rip her arms free from Taylor, but he’s too 


strong. 


LORI 
LET ME GO! NO! LET ME GO! 


Another cricket emerges. Then another. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
THIS ISN’T HAPPENING! 


Crickets spill out of Lori’s arms. Dozens and dozens of them. 


Soaked in blood. 
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LORI (CONT'D) 
YOU'RE NOT REAL! 


Lori finally frees herself from Taylor's grasp and picks up a 
large ROCK from the jungle floor. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
FUCK YOU! 


Lori swings the rock at Taylor’s head as hard as she can. 
Just before she makes contact -- 


WHOOOSH. She flies into the sky at the speed of gravity - 
freefalling in the wrong direction - leaving Taylor and the 
jungle far below. 


She “falls” higher and faster by the second until she reaches 
the upper levels of the atmosphere where the air thins out. 
Suddenly she’s gasping for breath. 


Every second, every breath, harder than the last. Up and up 
and up... 


She gasps and gulps. Her face changes colors. Her eyes bulge. 


Then suddenly -- 


INT. 94 ELIZABETH - TREATMENT ROOM - DAY 


Lori’s eyes FLY OPEN as she frantically sucks in air. Back on 
the floor bed. 


Her face has been painted white. But she doesn’t know that 
yet. 


LORI 
(panting) 
Holy fuck. 


The ceramic bowl next to her is full of vomit. On the other 
Side of the room, Preston twitches and moans in a restless 
sleep - on his own trip. 


Lori looks toward the window: is it morning? What day is it? 


She scrambles to her feet and staggers out the door. She 
wants to get out of this house as quickly as possible. 
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INT. 94 ELIZABETH - FIRST FLOOR - MOMENTS LATER 

Lori stumbles down the endless flights of stairs, finally 
landing on the FIRST FLOOR. She flies past the kitchen where 
RULE is making eggs over the stovetop. 


RULE 
Lori? Hey Lori! 


Lori doesn’t stop. She's barreling toward the door -- 


EXT. 94 ELIZABETH - CONTINUOUS 


-- And down the walkway to her car, still parked at the 
curb. Rule follows her out. 


RULE 
You really shouldn’t drive yet. 


Lori ignores her. She fumbles for her keys. 


RULE (CONT'D) 
Lori, seriously, you need some ti -- 


LORI 
If any of you motherfuckers ever 
contact me again, I'll call the 
cops. 
Lori opens her car door... 


LORI (CONT'D) 
And I'll punch you in the fucking 
head. 


.. and slams it behind her. 


INT. LORI’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER 


Lori jams the key into the ignition and takes off, leaving 
Rule on the front lawn. 


As she peels away from the curb, Lori finally catches a 
glimpse of her white face in the rearview mirror. 


LORI 
What the... 


Lori SWERVES as she feverishly rubs her cheeks, trying to 
remove the white paint to no avail. 
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INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - DAY 


Lori’s bent over her BATHROOM SINK, slowly removing the white 
face paint with soap and water. 


Suddenly her phone rings: 
Lori checks the caller ID then frantically answers: 


LORI 
Hello? 


MARJORIE (V.O.) 
Hi, Ms. Macias. It’s Marjorie 


Greco. 

LORI 
Hi, Ms. Greco. Thanks for calling 
me back. 


MARJORIE (V.O.) 
Well sure thing, dear. Sorry it 
took so long, we’ve been up at 
Broken Bow for the past week and I 
barely had any service. 


LORI 
Oh, that’s okay. I -- 


MARJORIE (V.O.) 
Anyway, Charlotte’s completely 
fine. Taking her to soccer practice 
right now. Say hi to Ms. Macias, 
hon. 


CHARLOTTE (V.O.) 
Hey, Ms. Macias. Sorry for being 
weird. But honestly you should be 
used to that by now. 


A spark of relief in Lori’s eyes. She’s genuinely happy to 
hear Charlotte’s voice. 


LORI 
Hi, Charlotte! That’s ok. I just 
wanted to make sure -- 


MARJORIE (V.O.) 
Hate to cut it short dear, but 
we’re just pulling up to the 
fields. 


LORI 
Oh, that’s -- 
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MARJORIE (V.O.) 
Say bye to Ms. Macias, hon. 


CHARLOTTE (V.O.) 
Bye, Ms. Macias! Hope your 
allergies are better. 


LORI 
Bye, Char -- 


THREE DULL TONES as Marjorie hangs up. Lori lowers the phone 
and studies herself in the mirror. Only a few white smudges 


remain on her forehead and chin. 


EXT. RUNNING TRAIL - DAY 


Lori, Adriana, and Maxey jog down a trail along Lady Bird 
Lake. They’re mid-conversation: 


LORI 
I think it’s all the “god” stuff 
that kinda trips me up. 


ADRIANA 
You don’t have to believe in god. 
Just a higher power. Mine’s not 


god. 
LORI 
Really? 
Adriana nods. 
ADRIANA 


It’s Jesus. 


Lori cocks her head, bemused. Suddenly her phone RINGS. 


LORI 
Sorry, one Sec. 


ADRIANA 
One of your students? 


LORI 
I don’t know. 


Lori steps off the trail and takes the call. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
This is Lori. 
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Beat. White noise on the other end. Lori’s about to hang up 
when her own voice cuts through the static: 


LORI (V.O.) 
...I barely remember it. In my 
head, it’s like fast-forward and 
slow motion all at once -- 


Lori’s face goes ashen. She hangs up in a panic. Adriana 
notices. 


ADRIANA 
Lori? What’s wrong? 


LORI 
Sorry, I -- 


Lori’s phone starts ringing again. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
I gotta go. 


Before Adriana can protest, Lori turns off the trail, walking 
with a sense of urgency toward a nearby parking lot. 


INT. LORI'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

The sun has set. Lori sits on the couch clutching her dormant 
phone, hair a mess, deep bags under her eyes. She turns the 
phone on and sets it on the coffee table. 

The second the home screen loads, the phone RINGS. 


Lori snatches the phone off the table: 


LORI 
What do you want?! 


Static. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Please, just leave me alone. 


More static followed by a AI-GENERATED VOICE. It’s 
unnervingly serene. 


SPEECH BOT (V.O.) 
30 degrees, 9 minutes, 14.5 seconds 
north. 104 degrees, 1 minute, 59 
seconds west. 


LORI 
(under breath) 
What...? 


SPEECH BOT (V.O.) 
Arrive by sunrise or face your 
consequence. Time to be 
accountable, Lori. 


LORI 
Rule?! 


The speech bot repeats: 


SPEECH BOT (V.O.) 
30 degrees, 9 minutes... 


Lori types the coordinates into her phone -- 


SPEECH BOT (V.O.) 
...1 minute, 59 seconds west. 


-- In Lori’s maps app, we see a blue line extend into 
west Texas. Looks like a long drive. 


SPEECH BOT (V.O.) 
Arrive by sunrise or face your 
consequence. Time to be 
accountable, Lori. 


LORI 
That’s seven hours away! 


But the bot doesn’t care. It just repeats: 


SPEECH BOT (V.O.) 
30 degrees, 9 minutes... 
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far 


Lori SCREAMS into the phone before spiking it into a couch 


cushion. 


INT/EXT. LORI'S CAR - NIGHT 


We see the illuminated AUSTIN SKYLINE shrinking in Lori’s 


rearview mirror. 
The car zooms past a road sign: 


“MARFA - 440” 
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EXT. LORI'S CAR - LATER 
Lori’s car flies past a vast oil field. Pumpjacks seesaw just 


off the highway. In the distance, a giant GAS FLARE spews 
hellfire into the crude-black of a Texas night sky. 


EXT. LORI'S CAR - LATER 


Lori turns off the highway and onto a gravel road. 


EXT. THE COMPOUND - NIGHT 
The gravel road comes to an end. Lori’s car rolls to a stop. 


Ahead is a COMPOUND. A cluster of adobe-style rooftops barely 
visible over a cement perimeter wall 8 feet high. 


INT/EXT. LORI’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER 


Lori eyes compound with trepidation. She pulls the GLOCK from 
her glove compartment, exits the car, and shoves the gun into 
the backside of her waistband. 


EXT. THE COMPOUND - MOMENTS LATER 


The soft HUM of chirping crickets fills the air as Lori 
approaches the compound, her gate a little awkward due to the 
concealed firearm. 


A tempered steel door slowly opens automatically as she 
approaches the perimeter wall. 


Lori notices SECURITY CAMERAS mounted along the perimeter 
wall: someone already has eyes on her. 


She crosses the threshold and enters the walled perimeter. 


The chirping grows louder. Sounds like it’s coming from one 
of the half dozen smaller adobe houses scattered across the 
property. All dark. Separated by a few hundred feet of 
scrubland. 


In the center, a LARGE, ILLUMINATED HOUSE. Still adobe style, 
but more modern than the others. Slits of glass where light 
shines through - too narrow and bright to see clearly inside. 


As she approaches the big house, the front door slowly pushes 
open revealing... 


The Guitarist. 
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He greets Lori like an old friend, trying his best to 
suppress a vaguely Scandinavian accent: 


GUITARIST 
Lori! It’s good to see you. 


Lori squints as she approaches the door. 


LORI 
You were the...you were singing -- 


GUITARIST 
Forgive me. I’m Mads. 


Mads extends his hand. Lori doesn’t shake it. 


LORI 
Why’d you make me come out here? 


Mads smiles warmly as he beckons her in. 


INT. THE COMPOUND - MAIN HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


The house takes “open concept” to the extreme. The entire 
space is one big room. Tasteful, expensive, hyper-modern. 


In the middle of the room is a twelve-foot tall GIANT DAGGER 
(yucca plant) surrounded by a sunken living room. 


The walls are lined with MELPOMENE AND THALIA MASKS. 


MADS 
I understand you’re a teacher, yes? 


LORI 
Not anymore. 


MADS 
I attended an International school 
back home in Denmark. As with all 
International schools, this one 
should have been called the 
“American” school. 


Mads chuckles as he paces around the giant dagger. 


MADS (CONT'D) 
We had this wondrous game in the 
computer lab: Oregon Trail. You 
played the role of a westbound 
settler -- 
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LORI 
Yeah, I’m familiar with Oregon 
Trail. 

MADS 


That game sparked something of an 
obsession in me. By Danish 
standards, the Oregon Trail - the 
real Oregon trail - is recent 
history. 


Mads stops pacing. 


MADS (CONT'D) 
Over three thousand kilometers. 
Men, women, and chil -- 


CLANG. 


Mads turns to see LORI’s GLOCK sliding along the concrete 
floor towards him. 


He looks up to see Lori - eyes wide, arms extended. Frozen in 
disbelief. 


Mads approaches the gun and playfully raises his eyebrows at 
Lori: this yours? 


Then he gently kicks the gun back in Lori’s direction. 


MADS (CONT'D) 
For every kilometer traveled, five 
perished. This was a time - not 
that long ago - when society 
tolerated rigor, violence, and even 
death for the sake of exploration 
and growth. 


Lori, stupefied by Mads’s nonchalance, slowly picks up the 
gun and trains it on Mads. Her hands tremble. 


LORI 
Please, I just want to go back to 
before I met you people. 


Mads is bewildered by her request: 


MADS 
But that’s impossible. 


LORI 
You know what I mean. The 
recording. 
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MADS 
I’d like to show you something. 


LORI 
No! I’m so fucking tired of these 
bullshit games! You all preach 
about being upfront and honest and 
transparent but I have never have a 
fucking clue what anybody’s talking 
about. Everybody talks in goddamn 
circles and I’m sick of it. 


Mads is unshaken. 
MADS 
All the same, there’s something I’d 
like you to see. 
Mads regards the trembling glock. 
MADS (CONT'D) 


You’re welcome to keep the firearm 
trained on me throughout. 


LORI 
You don’t think I’m serious? 
MADS 
I know you’re serious. I’ve heard 


the tape. 
Lori blinks. 


MADS (CONT'D) 
Indulge me, just once. Then we'll 
address your concerns. 


Mads casts a reassuring glance at Lori as he reaches into the 
bladed leaves of the giant dagger and retrieves a SMALL KEY. 


EXT. THE COMPOUND - MOMENTS LATER 


Lantern in hand, Mads leads Lori through the scrubland. She 
keeps the gun pointed at his back until they arrive at a 
stout AGAVE PLANT. 


Mads dusts off the ground around the plant revealing a 
keyhole. He unlocks the hatch and begins to spin the agave 
plant - apparently a replica - like a lock wheel. 


Then, he opens the hatch. The lantern illuminates a steep, 
wooden staircase into deep darkness. 
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Mads turns to Lori with one final request: 


MADS 
Will you agree to be open-minded? 


LORI 
Open-minded’s what got me here. 


Mads chuckles softly as he starts his descent. 


INT. STORM SHELTER - CONTINUOUS 


Mads tries a light switch on the side of the stairway, but 
nothing happens. 


MADS 
Huh. 


He tries it again. 


INT. THE COMPOUND - CASITA - SAME 

The mud-brick interior of a spartan CASITA. It’s dark inside. 
In the corner of the single room, a twin-sized bed with a 
human-sized lump under the sheets. 


Untouched, the bedside lamp in the casita flicks on, then 
off, then back on again... 


Suddenly, a flurry of sheets as RULE rises to attention with 
militaristic urgency. 
INT. STORM SHELTER - NIGHT 
Mads goes for the other light switch. It works. 
MADS 
Ah. Must be a blown fuse. Apologies 
for the dim lighting. 


Lori follows him down the stairs. 


MADS (CONT'D) 
Watch your step. 


As they near the bottom, Mads stops. He turns to Lori and 
calmly reaches for her arm, seeking to reassure her, but Lori 
recoils defensively. 


Mads is undeterred: 
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MADS (CONT'D) 
(whisper) 
Now, it’s vitally important that 
you remember what we discussed up 
at the house. 


LORI 
You mea -- 


Mads gives Lori a stern shush gesture. 


A fresh wave of panic washes over Lori: is someone living 
down here? 


LORI (CONT'D) 
(whisper) 
The...Oregon Trail...? 


MADS 
Progress requires rigor. Rigor, 
applied properly, can be unpleasant 
to observe. Particularly with 
limited context. 


LORI 
Well, you could provide some more. 


MADS 
I intend to. 


They descend the remaining stairs and arrive in the shelter 
room. It’s poorly lit. Mads’s lantern is just bright enough 
to illuminate the scene: 

Industrial shelves are stocked meticulously with canned goods 
and other rations. The shelter floor is scattered with gallon 
jugs of water and folding chairs, right in front of... 

A row of IRON BARS dividing the shelter in half. 

On the other side of the bars, a bag of IBOGA BARK. And a few 
feet further back, in a twitching, trippy coma on a floor 
bed... 

CHARLOTTE. 


Lori’s face drops. 


LORI 
CHARLOTTE!!! 


She runs to the cell and tries desperately to open it. 
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LORI (CONT'D) 
What the fuck?! Let her out! 


MADS 
Lori... 

LORI 
What the fuck is wrong with you?! 
She’s a kid!!! 

MADS 


You need to remember -- 
Suddenly, she remembers the gun in her hand. 
MADS (CONT'D) 
-- meaningful advancement isn’t 
possible until -- 


Lori GROANS as she trains the pistol on Mads. 


LORI 
Callate pendejo. 


Time to be a hero. 
Click. 
Safety’s on. 


LORI (CONT'D) 
Fuck. 


Lori fumbles with the gun. Mads watches her patiently. 


IMPOSSIBLY FAST FOOTFALLS descend the shelter stairs. Faint 
at first, then quickly louder. 


Lori turns to see Rule launch off a high stair in a flying- 
kick motion aimed directly at her head. 


Lori trains the gun on Rule just as -- 
THUD. Rule’s kick connects. 
BANG. Lori fires the glock haphazardly as she topples over -- 


TING. Lori's head bounces off the iron bars on her way to the 
shelter floor. 


Rule lands in a defensive stance. Then she inspects her left 
shoulder: ripped flesh. Blood. Looks like the bullet grazed 
her. 
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Mads chuckles as he looks down at Lori. 


MADS 
I like her. 


ORANGE JUICE pours through a bullet hole in a bulk carton 
stocked on a shelf against the wall. The stream of juice 
forms a puddle on the shelter floor. 


The juice puddle expands, converging with a growing pool of 
BLOOD around Lori’s head. 


FADE TO BLACK 


